1834]             Letters to Madame Hanska.
I have to work hard;  the "Duchesse" will appea the 15th; she excites all Paris already.    Mon Diet thousand kisses; may each be worth a thousand, my angel, I hope I may not again have to tell you to betray me in the name of any one whatever is to me to death.    I kiss you with transport.    The Bei is virtuous.    He is dead under his toil.
Put Ave on the inkstand. The " Contes Drolatiqi will tell you why.
I have said nothing. I had a thousand effusions o: soul; I am forced to keep them back. This letter i go to the post at one o'clock. I received your midday.
PABIS, March 11, II
My flower, my one sole love, T have just receivec .letter you wrote me after having received the lettt badnesses. Oh! what happiness to be able to write tc once more so that you can leave Geneva without a re< Since the letter in which you return to me, you ca imagine how beautiful, grand, sumptuous, has beei fete in my heart at the recovery of your cherished h What joy, what intoxication of thought, what f orgetfii of pain, or rather how sweet its memory is, since it me how much vou are loved, adored, as you wish tc Oh! if you had seen all that, never a suspicion, r doubting word, nor a written phrase would dishonoui purity, the blue immensity of this love that dyes al soul, fills nil Tnv lifft. is become the foundation of alderstand, treasur
